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-Hrsd  Scnc^  ''TVjl.  'Tujel\/^ 


TKe  Twelve  Days  of  Christmas 

~  \  '  'y  ■  v  •  :  v,yK 

~~ — - — - — CQean  _  mrsiagL. _ 


On  the  first  day  of  Christmas,- 
My  D  O  gave  to  me, 

A  Pavevi^^ifa  pear  tree.  1 

Second-  2  KB-lf’s 
Thl^-3  LAU  3’s 
Fourth-4  CBU’s 
,  Fifth-5'  MK  36’s  ,  '  • 

Sixth-6  Sidewinders 
Seventh-7  Frag  changes 
Eighth-8  Iron  bombs  ;  , 

Ninth-9  Napes-a-splashing 
Tenth- 10'  tons  of  ( bombs 
<  EleVenth-11'  stacks 'of  maps 
Twelvth-12  Wing  Wienies. 


I  Want  to  Play  Piano 


Can  You  Say  WiinThe  Sun  Kse 

■'  '  '  * 

— .-w,..-*-...—.  - **•>. nvon,jCwV' •  ■*  **  *  ”  ^ 


-'sui  .  Can  you  say  will  the  sun  rise  tomorrow?" 

kill  '  ,-Wili  there  be  any  time  left  to  borrow? 


|  -^U  the  poet  make  a  rhyme,  ... 

I ;  ... 

%  Will  there  be  any  time,  k- . 

I  ...Can  you  say,  will  there  be  a  tomorrow? 


I  want  to  play  piano  in  a;  whorehouse,  ^ 

^That’s  my  one *dfcisire,?|'i^?*^'‘.  -  ‘  ‘ 

Take  your  ranches,'  and  your  banks,1  and  your  gold  mines  out  |xi  BtittOk'^P 
to  ptaf' piano  in  a  house  of  ill  repute.  ..  ,  'S^M 


s  to  me  I  have  been  here  forever, 
this,  war  ever  end,  maybe  never. ' 
tb@  dawn  still  arrive,  : j. 

I  still  be  alive, 


will* I  sleep  here  alone 'forever? 


fjiere’s  soineone  who  I’m  sure  loves  me  only, 
%’s  the  one  on  my  mind  when  I'm  lonely, 
)<|es  she  know?  Can  she  see? 

I^lshe^till  tru#  to  me, 

>djes  she  know  what  it's  like  to  be  lonely? 


You  may  laugh  at  my  advocation, 

But  carnal  copulation's  here  to,,  stay, 

I  don’t  #Sht  worlds  of  riches, 

I  just  want  'to  play  for  those  old  bitches, 
I  want  piano  in  a  whorehouse. 


'4  *2m 

-mi 


■ ; 

>•  ;• 
M-  ^ ; 


Kf^^Frbm  the  sea  comes  the  sun,  dawn  is  breaking, 
Sojm  the  fight  for  my  life  I'll  be  making, 

'  ; 

rV  •  If  jl  die  over  here, 

•}i  Wfll  thff  Wow?  Will  they  care? 

imj-  W|1  there  he  joy  or  hearts  that  are  breaking? 


Just  Give  Me  Operations 

Don’t  give  me  a  one  doable  O,  the  bastard  is  ready  to  blow 
The  AB  is  there,  but  you’re  saying  a  prayer. 

Don’t  give  me  a  one  double  O.  .  '  ' 

torus;’  _  .  .  '  e*. 

Just  give  me  operations  v" 

Way  out  on  some  lonely  atoll, 

For  I  am  too  young  to  die, 

I  just  want  to  grow  old. 


Nellie  Darling 


Don't  give  me  an  F-1Q2,  it  never  goes  ’up  when’  it's  blue* 


An  all-weather  coffin,  that  flames  out.  so  often, 
Don’t  give  me  an  F-102.  7  7 


Don’t  give  me  an  F-104,  with  compressor  stalls  galore,AU;-  '§ 

the  wing  is  so  Small,  you  can’t  turn  it  at  all,’  "£  '■% 


Oh,  your  ass  is  like  a  stovepipe  Nellie  darling, 

And  the  nipples  on  your  tits  are  turning  green, 

<n*ere  8  8  y*fd  of  lint  protruding  from  your  navel, 

You’re  the  ugliest  fucking  bitch  I’ve  ever  seen. 

,  There’s  an  odor  of  blue  ointment  round  your  pussy- 
■  -  1  •  when  you  piss,  you  -piss  a  stream  as  green  -as  grass,  ■ 

;■  There’s  enough  wax  in  your  ears  to  make  a  candle. 

So  kindly  make  one.  Dear  and  shove  it  up  your  ass, 

Yankee  Air  Pirate 

I  jam  a  Yankee  Air  Pirate,  with'DT’s  and  bipod-shot  eyeballs, 

'  't; nerves  are  all  run  down  from  bombing  lowritown, 

SAM  breaks  and  Bad  Bandit  calls, 

v  .  ■  /--Vi  1 

:,t. Chorus;  : 

A[ Yankee  . Air  Pirate,  a  Yankee  Air  Pirate,  a  Yankee  Air  Pirate  am  I, 
A  Yankee  Air  Pirate,  a  Yankee  Air  Pirate,  If  J  don’t  get  my  hundred. 


TlH  die. 


^'V;?:>^^w-Dpn’t7giy>AJXte;i;an  F-104.-.;;; 
rW£;.':  Don  t  give:  .maskn-F-lftS  '-rot 


S’1.  'JjiV ' Don  * ':gtye: ,me-: an"  F-IQ5,  with  no  room  to  pull  out  of 

-quite  ■8we1*’  ®nd  8trai«ht  ahead>  g°es  like  Hell,  /•-. 


‘  >^»f?ph’t;'giv,e  me  an  F-^105. ' '  . 

Don’t  give  me  an  F-4D,  in  the  night  with  no  utility. 
Those  hard  landing  drops,  and  those  quick  barrier  stops, 
'  r  -  Don’t  , give  me  an  F-4D.:,:- .  _  rV  ; .  c.'„ 


..  I’ve  carried  iron  bombs  on  the  outboards,  flown  fast  CAP  for 

Thuds,  ....  ..  ■ 

a-eounter‘o'r"tw6>;bnce  or  t^cej1  '  "  •. 

.^'^®And  swmotd'fltar  own' rich  red  blood.  <•  .  *  f' 

i£. ' :f#^pl^peat  Chorus;-  _  ;  -  '  '  ■  .  -  5 

•  '  '  ’  ■  ,  '  '  .  ; 

F  ‘  T^e  been  downtown  to  both  bridges,  to  Thai  Nguyen,  Kep  ant 
Phuc  Yen, 

Anjd  if  you  ask  me,  then  I’m  sure  you  can  see, 

W  ’  Yhere’s  no  place  up  there  I  ain’t  been. 

JUs'^  . 

fg“C'  Repeat  Chorus; 


Function  Junction 

Are  you  from  Function?  From  Function  Junction? 

Where  those  double  suction  function  pumps  are  made. 

Are  you  from  Function?  From  Function  Junction?  ■  .  ■ 

That’s  where  I  want  to  be.  . '  ; 

If  you’re  having  trouble  and  your  water  is  low,  A  ' 

'  A  double  suction  function  pump  will  soon  make  it  go,  •* 

Are  you  from  Function?  From  Function  Junction? 

•  Well,  I’m  from  Function  too. 

Son  of  Satan’s  Angels 

i,  .  ...  Chorus;  '  '  .  ..j  '  .  •  .  ■  /-a , 

I’m' a  son  of  Satan’s  Angels,  ,  f  .A 
'  I  fly  the  F-4D,  . 

l ... -■■  tIle  way  from  the  Hanoi  Railroad  bridge' to  the  DMZ.  ;■ 

V  prmjone  of  ol’  Fred  Cuthill’s  boys,  ■  ...  .  -  7;  ‘  . 

^vjVpd'mean  as  lean  be.-  "  ‘  . 

1 ,  --'A  ...  I’m  a  son  of  Satan’s  Angels,  ,  ^  a  t 

UA  :  ” .. .d  fly  the  F-4D.;  '  ‘  «■'*  ‘ 

Uello  Hanoi  Hannah,  send .  your  MiG’s  to  meet  their- doom,  ' 

them  °P,  and  blast  them  off,  Fred’s  boys  will  be  there  soon*v4 
I  f;?.,  ^  ^on  *  care  fr  you  are  the  gal  that  was  born  with  the  silver  spoon,  - 

A^^Cause  I’ve  got  sidewinders  on  board  that’ll  home  on  an  AB  plume/ f 

•;  ,  '  jlliere  isn’t  a  tripple  .  A  gunner  up  there  that  can  have  a  piece  of 

v :  '  .'  my  ass, 

Because  I  vc  got  CBU’s  on  board,  and  I’m  in  for  one  more  pass. 

He  hosed  me  down  one  time  too  many,  and  that  one  was  his  last, 
r.I  can  see  my  CBU’s  tearing  holes  in  the  gunner’s  ass.  , 


Everywhere 


Well,  I  took  off  from  Ubon  in  a  thick  and  heavy  driving  rain, 
I  toted  my  bombs  up  to  green  anchor  tanker  plane, 

I  had  a  brand-new  AC  riding  in  the  front  seat, 

A  guy  with  six  months  RTU,  before  that  a  “Tweet", ".VA 
He  asked  me  if  my  counters  numbered  much  more  than  ten, 

I  said  listen  Mac,  there  ain’t  no  place  up  there  I  ain’t  been. 


SSj  Chorus;  '  : 

p^"'  I’ve  been  everywhere,  Mpn  Tye  been  everywhere,  '  /?  j 

I  ve  crosse<i  the  mountains  bare,  Man  I’ve  seen  the  ftakrfiUed  air, 
^  SAM  s  I  ve  had  my  share,  Man  I’ve  beep  everywhere. 

*||' 

Jp  Hanoi,  Haiphong,  Phuc  Yen,  Yen  Bai,  Lotion,  HoelUcT  ^ 

***;.  fhn  Tho,  Son  Tay,  Mao  Binh,  Nam  Dink,  Thai  Binh,  Bac  Ninh 
;v-.4  Thai  Nguyen,  Gia  Lam,  Wifit  Tri,  Do  Son,’ 

plsi  -  ^ud  Kid^,  MIG  Ridge,  Northeast  Railroad,  Bac  Mai,  NinhfGrang, 
Sp^i ...  Bac  Giange,  Poo-Yang. 

r  ■■  ■  •  'j-  '  • 

Repeat  Chorus;  ‘  *  - 


9Sam  Neue,  Nan  Ban,  Quang,  Son  La,  Bat  Lake,  Dong  Hoi,  1 
Quang  Khe,  Thanh  Hoa,  Red  Route,  Black  Route,  Blue  Route, 


^^^kannel^i,  and  the  Red  ma4  Black  River  Valley, 

Landside,  Waterside,  Down  the  slide,  Dang  my  hide. 


Ip  town.  Crosstown,  Uptown,  Downtown. 


j:  .  -Repeat 


c 


Fireball  an  The  Hillside 


There’s  a  fireball  down  there  on  the  hillside 
And  I  think  maybe  we’ve  lost  a  friend. 

But  we’ll  keep  on  flying  and  we’ll  keep  on  dyin’ 
For  duly  and  honor  never  end. 


There’s  an  upended  glass  on  the  table,  * 

Down  infront  of  a  lone  empty  chair 

Yesterday  we  were  with  him,  today  God  be  with  him, 

Wherever  he  is  in  your  care. 


They  were  four  when  they  took  off  this  momin’ 
And  their  duty  was  there  in  the  sky. 


fev*..-,  Only  three  ships  returnin’,  blue  4  ain’t  returnin’ 
fji-c  To  blue -4  then  hold  your  glasses  high. 

.:W-‘  “f  ,  ■ 

j  There’s  a  fireball  down  there  on  the  hillside 
And  I  think  maybe  we’ve  lost  a  friend. 

But  we’ll  keep  on  flying  and  we’ll  keep  on  dyin’ 
For  duty  and  honor  never  end. 


:  >  JIe 


4-  -i^sss* 


Downtown 


•.v,  m 


When  you  get  up  at  two  o’clock  in  the  morning 
-  You  can  bet  you’ll  be  -downtown 

■  ",  tyf*;  V’* 

Shaking  your  hoots,  you’re  sweating  heavy  all  over 
Cause  you  get  to  go  -  downtown 

.  Smoke  a  pack  of  cigarettes  before  the  briefings  over 

Wishing  you  weren’t  bombing.wishing  you  were  flying  cover 
Ifs  safer  that  way 
Jj-Z: It’s  hairy  as  hell  down  there¬ 
in.  You  know  y°u’re  biting  your  nails  and  you’re  pulling  your  hair 
fl?’  -  Yjou’re  *oiH*  downtown-where  all  the  lights  are  bright 
^^.;V  Downtown-yOu’d  rather  syviteh  than  fight  '%< 

Downtown-hope  you’ll  (come  home  tonight  *  downtown,  downtown 
”  Planning  the  route,  you  keep  hoping  that  you  won’t  have  to  go 
;  to  day -Downtown  •  l 

&  J  ^eckin*  the  weather  and  it’s  scattered  to  broken  ;  •  ’ 


^eckin*'  tlw5  weatker  and  it’s  scattered  to  broken  ;  : 

i|5  So  you  still  don’t  know-dqwhtown 
■fe:",,  Tiifaiting  for  the  guys  in  TOC  to  say  you’re  cancelled 

Hoping  that  the  “words’*  they  give  will  be  what  suits  your  fancy 
make  me  go-  a,'  ....  *  ...-  ...  .. 


v  '  make  me  go-  (  .it-";,.  -  *  ,  ......  .. 

m«ch  rather  RTB 

■  7  -  -Jig  %  an<^  you  wait  thinking, oh  fuck  shit  hate 

-•  *oi“*  downtown-that’a  why  I’m  feeling  low 

^ .’Downtown-hat  I  don’t -want  go 

.  vi  ,  Downtown-going  to  see  Uncle  Ho-downtown,  downtown 


-  &  i 


Pistol  Fofoe-burners  now-Bacrrauda  has  sweeping  guns 
EHsregari  -the  launeh  light,  no  threat.  Like  hell,  there’s 
A  pair  at  8  o’clock-let’s  take  her  down!!!!! 


W- 

‘.M’-'  '?■  |L'.  4 


rV 


Banana  Valley 


Just  go  down  to  banana  valley  ^ , 

Go  on  down  and  meet  your  fate 

Go  on  down  to  banana  ^valley  ’  '  * 

But  when  you  go  down,  down,  down,  you  better  learn 

I  got  friencts  in  banana  valley 

X  got  friends  that  learned  too  late 

I  got  friends  in  banana  -  valley 

They  go  down,  down,  down,  ’cause  they  did  not  hate. 

There’s  snakes  in  the  weeds  in  banana  valley 
Them  snakes  in  the  weeds  know  how  to  hate 
.Them  snakes  in  the  weeds  in  banana  valley 
They  go.  down,  down,  down,  and  there  they  wait 

I  heard  all  ’bout  banana  valley 

How  fighting  them  snakes  could  be  so  great 

So  much  fun  in  banana  valley 

Gotta  go  down,  down,  down,  and  investigate 

SKwI-.'C  :  ■  ■ 

.Two  weeks  ago  in  banana  valley  ^ 

Two  of  my  friends  killed  one  of  them  snakes  '  '  l? 
Two  weeks  ago  in  banana  valley  :  % 

They  went  down,  down,  down  to  attend,  the  wake.  ' 

So  go  on  down  to  banana  valley 
Go  on  down  to  meet  your  fate 

Go  on  down  to  banana  valley  • 

But  when  you  go  down,  down,  down,  you; betted  learn  t< 


Balls  of  dreary/ 

The  balls  of-  Q’leary  ‘  4  / , 

Are  wrinkled  and  hairy  * 

They’re  shapely  and  stately 

Like  the  dome  of  St.  Paul  i 


Sally’s  in  the  alley  sifting  cinders 
^ted  up  w  leg  and  farted  |ike  a  man 

M°0me"  bp<*e  winders 
Cheeks  of  her  ass  went  bam  bam  bam. 


Bless  Them  All 


ft8  thr  bless  them  all 

*rs^iLtsS0“d  "*d  W1 

Who  taught  me  to  fly 
l^mt  me  up  solo  and  left  me  to  die  : 

Sf jf  your  jet  ever  shouid  staii  -  - 

|«u  re  due  for  one  hell  of  a  fall 

So  Z  Iv  u‘3  f°kr,  d**d Lfi8h“r  P«o<» 

neer  UP  my  lads,  bless*  them  all 


Bless  them  all,  bless  them  all 

rSc  n.t®4  the  short  ami  the  tall 
BleSS  all  the  sergeants 

the  sour  puss  ones 

So  while  W°Jrnw!Jbf^8ththem4Iu°f  ^  °Cean 


The  women  all  muster 
To  view  that  great  cluster 
They  stand  and  they  stare. 
At  the  bloody  great  pair 
Of  O’leary’s  bails. 


Here’s  To  The  Regular  AF 

(MY  BONNimHES 

In  peace  time  the  regulars  are  happy" 

In  peace  time  they’re  happy  to  serve 
But  let  them  get  into  a  fracas 
And  they’ll  call  out  the  goddamn  reserves 

CHORUS: 

Call  out,  call  out  0 

Call  out  the  goddamn  reserves,  reserves 
Call  out,  call  out 
Oh,  call  out  the  goddamn  reserves 

Here’s  to  the  regular  Air  Force  :/\ , 

They  have  such  a  wonderful  plan 
They  call  up  the  goddamn  reservist 
Whenever  the  shit  hits  the  fan  *' 

They  calL  up  every  old  pilot 
They  call  up  every  young  man 
The  reservists  they  go  to  Ubon 
The  regulars  stay  in  Japan  ■— 

..Here’s  to  the  regular  Air  Force 
.  With  medals  and  badges  galore 
If  it  weren’t  for  the  goddamn  reservists 
Their  ass  would  be  dragging  the  floor 

5  CHORUS  TWO: 

Fight  on,  fight  on 
Fight  on  regular  Air  Force 
Fight  on,  fight  on 
Fight  on,  fight  on 
Fight  on  regular  Air  Force 
Fight  on  i 

—  12  — 


Sammy  Small 


Oh,  my  name  is  Sammy  Small,  fuck  'em  all, 

Oh,  my  name  is  Sammy  Small*  fuck  ’em  all, 

Oh,  my  name  is  Sammy  Small,  and  I  only  have  one  hall 
But  it’s  better  than  none  at  all,  so  fuck  ’em  all 


Oh,  they  say  I  killed  a  man,  fuck  ’em  all,  • 

Oh,  they  say  I  killed  a  man*  fuek  ’em  all, 

They  say  I  shot  him  in  the  head,  with  a  fucking  piece  of  lead 

Now  the  silly  fucker’s  dead,  so  fuek  ’em  all 


Oh,  they  say  I’m  going  to  swjng,  ;£uck  ’em  all 
Oh,  they  say  I’m  going  to  swing,  fuck  ’em  all 

they  say  I’m  going  to  swing,  from  a  fucking  piece  of 
it  a  silly  fucking  thing,  so  fuck  ’em  all 


that  parson  he  will  come,  ao  fuck  ’em  all 
that  parson  he  will  come,  so  fuck  ’em  all 
that  parson  he  will  come,  with  his  tales  of  kingdom  come 
He  can  shove  ’em  up  his  bum,  so  fuck  ’em  all 


i. « 


Oh*  the  hangman  wore  a  mask,  fuck  ’em  all  ) 

,  .  Oh*  the  hangman  wore  a  mask,  fuck  ’em  all  j 

■  ;/jy-  Oh*  the  hangman  wore  a  mask,  for  his  silly  fucking  task 

What  a  silly  fucking  ass,  so  fuck  ’em  all 

'  Y  r  ;  ' 

**Qh,  the  sheriff  will  be  there  tod,  fuck  ’em  all 

Oh,,  the  sheriff  will  be  there  too,  fuck  ’em  all  ] 

sheriff  will  be  there  too,  with  his  silly  fucking  crew  ! 

ve  got  fuck  all  else  to  do,  so  fuck  ’em  all  .  1  ■  i 

I  siw  Molly  in  the  crowd,  fuck  ’fem  all 
•f  I  saw  Molly  in  the  crowd,  fuck  ’em  all  j 

I  saw  Molly  in  the  crowd,  and  I  felt  so  fucking  proud 
That  I  shouted  right  out  loud,  fuck  ’em  all 

f  ' 

Oh,  the  hangman  pulled  the  rope,  fuck  ’em  all 
Oh,  the  hangman  pulled  the  rope,  fuck  ’em  all 
Oh*  the  hangsam  pulled  the  rope,  thought  it  was  a  fucking  joke 
Now  my  goddamned  neck  is  broke,  so  F-U-C-K  ’-E-M  A-L-L. 


■ : 


i  / 


■  v, ; 

*V 


t*  , 

:'pM  w 


The  Little  Grey  Rat 


STY-*”  "v 

.JC_  >.»  ' 


Oh,  the  pale  moon  shone  on  the  bar  room  floor 
The  bar  was  closed  for  the  night  • 

Then  out  of  Ms  hole  came  the  little  grey  rat 

And  he  sat  in  the  pale  moonlight 

He  lapped  up  the  liquor  on  the  bar  room  floor 

And  back  on  his  haunches  he  sat 

And  ail  through  the  night  you  could  hear  him  shout 

Bring  on  your  goddamn  cat 


.  -  ' 


You  can  tell  by  the  s 
When  the  end  of  the 


that  she  isn’t  felling  well, 
ith  rolls  arouSd.  Tlfe  ■ 


How  she  turns,  how  she^  squirms,  how  she  gets  a  case  pf  worms,  ! 


Battle  Hymn 


When  the  end  of  the  rolls  aroq^d. 

-For-  Its  %,  Hi,  Hee,  in  tex  indWtry, 

SISTER!  JUNIOR!  BANMDi  V* 


4f..w^TT 

negate 

Jp^- 


We  fly  our  fucking  phantoms  at  ten  thousand  fucking  feet  '  ;  •  ;  •  1 

We  fly  our  fucking  phantoms  through  the  rain  and  snow  and  sleet  v  Ylf 
And  though  we  think' we’re  flying  south 
We’re  flying  fucking  north  .  -  * 

And  we  make  a  fucking  landfall  on  the  firth  of  fucking  forth  "'M 
CHORUS:  : 

way  to  die  :  •_  •'  ^ 

Glory,  glory  what  a  hellava  way  to  die,  glory,*  glory  what  a  hellava 
way  to  die  ,  .  ..  Y 

.^(INSERT  LAST  LINE  OF  EACH  VERSE)  ,  .  •...  .".,-4v  4 

We  fly  those  fucking  phantoms  at  fuck  all  thousand  feet; 

We  fly  those  fucking  phantoms  through  the  trees  and  corn  and  wheat  '  4  •’! 
And  though  we  think  we  fly  with,  skill  '  i  ,  ^ 

^  We  fly  with  fucking  luck  _  '  ; 

But  we  don’t  give  a  fucking  damn  or  care  a  fucking  fuck  i  - 

We  fly  those  fucking  phantoms  at  ten  thousand  fucking  feet 
We  fly  those  fucking  phantoms  through  rain  and  snow  and  sleet 
And  though  we  think  we’re  flying  up  • 

We’re  flying  fucking  down  .  v  .  * 

And  we  bust  our  fucking  asses  when,  we  hit  the 'fucking  ground  . 

—  14  — 
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Now  ere  yen  go,  the  bh^Yrlll  always  ftp*,  f  ,?  ‘ 

When  the  end  of  the  m^Jj^olls  armiaify. 

Keep  ’em  bleeding-when  the  end  of  the  month  rolls  around. 


M'  Spfe&c  A  *“■»  ftg^er  pilot  laySing.  -  '  :$&L 
iai  .• .  (The  medics  had  left  him^fer  dead,  '&jg 
r’-  'All  around  Mm  women crying,  .  'jp' 
.  And  these  were  the  wb|||that  he  said. '  .||f 

lifr  T.ake  the  tailpipe  out  .flffpjr  stomach,  ffk 
i  Take  the  burner  out  oj^.Oif'  Wain, 

„|L^T«ke  the  turbine  out  ,«ji»y  kindey,  .»$ 
And  assemble  the  unijoWafn.  _ '  ’  '  ~  ‘  ij* 

A#  boys  w|ds  fly  high  in- the  sj^,. 
j;.;'i^vL°&in  btt^es  while'  b|p|te\  ;Jp; 

M  are  the  boys  they  hipd  out  to  die, 

r!f  :  Losin’  buddies  while  boozin’ 

■  „  Up  in  headquarters  they  yell  and  they  shout, 

1 1 ;  talki^f  of  things  they  know  fuck  all  about,  , 
|  If  •  We  ate  ty  hoys  who  fly  high  in  the  sky,  *•. 
’§  Ip.  te»WNw  white  boosin'.  - 


Finicule,  Finicula 


Last  night  I  stayed  up  late  to  masturbate, 

It  felt  so  good— I  knew  it  would,  .  - 

Last  night  I  stayed  up  late  to  beat,  my  melt, 
It  was  so  nice  I  did  it  twice. 


T  ,  should  really  see  me  on  the  short  strokes, 
Xt  feels  so  good,  I  use  my  hand, 

You mu,,  really  Cch  me  on, he  long  „,roke., 
It  feels  so  heat,  I  use  my  feet. 


Shake  it,  break  it,  beat  it  on  the  floors  ' 

Smash  it,,  bash  it,  thrust  it  thru  the  door;  -  f 

Some  people  seem  to  think  that  fucking  is  irand 

;  ”9^  ar°Und  “i0yment  1  prefer  my  hand 


Mary  Anne  Byrnes 


T  ^ary  A"”' Byn'e’  ™  **  Q-«n  of  all  the tcrobata. 
She  oooH  do  trick,  that  would  give  a  cat  the  .hits, 

^  Oil  green  peas  from  her  fundamental  orifice 

Tom  a  double  back  flip  and  catch  ’em  „„  he’r  ,its,  , 
c  a  a  great  b,g  aouofabitch,  twice  as  big  as  me. 

Hair  on  her  ass  like  branches  on  a  tree, 

She  can  shit,  piss,  fight,  fuck, 

Fly  a  plane,  drive  a  truck,  • 

Mary  Anne  Byrnes  is  the  girl  for  me! 


■  4ll|lv  ■ 

On  Top  of  Old  Hanoi 


" ■  jT- *•’  -•  •  V'*® "  ^  f-  i 

^  x^.- .  rt  ? 


On  top  of  old  Htaoi,  all  covered  with  flak, 

f  jL^peT^ud^’;! „rr^r b*ck' 

And  a  quick  triggered  commie,  is  worse  than  a  thief, 


'  ’  But  1  iSTiLSvl/ea  y°"’  all^i  tlte.  *U  *“  y°u  have, 

».  S  the^vl%,rl.?.!^.“  Wl‘‘  ;,ttd  *»  ®rav«: 


And  tk.  wLITEj' wm  send  you  to  the  gra 
Not  nnl  fjfr6  •„  *  deatroy  you,  and  tarn  you  to  dust. 
Not  one  MIG  m  a  thousand,  a  Phantom  can  trust. 


Sff,wohen  the  bad  weather  keeps  the  ships  down, 

a!L&,  uW®i  *•*  **«*«&*»  Mrihle  sound,  ^ 
Attention  all  mlots.  now  H*i«„  ,1.:..  * 


a,,  11 UBre w*  norribie  sound. 

Attention  all  pilots,  now  listen  to  this,'  x 

There  H  be  a  short  meeting,  that  you  dare  not  miss.  \ 


-;\t-  .i-s  3 


The  Twelve  Days  Of  Christmas 


,  On  the— -—day  of  Christmas, 
My  true  love  gave  to  me, 

A  hand  job  in  a  pear  tree. 


k  vf 


Two  brass  balls, 

'.  Three  french  ticklers, 


Four  cock  suckers. 


Fivf  mother  fuckers, 


••  •; •  ?ix  **«k®  shit,  -s. 
?:JL  $J»  T  scrotums  swinei 


scrotums  swinging, 


||J||  f  f  r.'^Et8^  assholes  gapping, 


Nine  nipples  dripping, 
Ten  twats  a~t witching, 


testies  throbbing*, 


Sammy  Small 

(SEA  version) 

O,  come  round  us  fighter  pilots,  fuck  ’em  all, 

O,  come  round  us  fighter  pilots,  fuck  ’em  all, 

O,  we  fly  the  goddamn  plane. 

Through  the  flak  and  through  the  rain, 

And  tomorrow  we’ll  do  it  again,  so  fuck  ’em  all. 

O,  they  tell  us  not  to  think,  fuck  ’em  all, 

O,  they  tell  us  not  to  think,  fuck  em  all, 

O,  they  tell  us  not  to  think, 

Justt  to  dive,  and  just  to  jink, 

LBJ’s  a  goddamn  fink,  so  fuck  ’em  all. 

O,  we  bombed  MuGia  pass,  fuck  ’em  all, 

O,  we  bombed  MuGia  pass,  fuck  ’em  all, 
o,  we  bombed  MuGia  pass, 

Though  we  only  made  one  pass. 

They  really  stuck  it  up  our  ass,  so  fuck  ’em  all. 

O,  we’re  on  a  JCS,  fuck  ’em  all, 

O,  we’re  on  a  JCS,  fuck  ’em  all, 

O,  they  sent  the  whole  damn  wing, 

Probably  half  of  us  will  sing, 

What  a  silly  fucking  thing,  so  fuck  ’em  ail. 

(T  we  lost  our  fucking  way,  fuck  ’em  all, 

O  we  lost  our  fucking  way,  fuck  ’em  all,  ,  ' 

O,  we  strafed  goddamn  Ham>i. 

Killed  every  girl  and  boy, 

What  a  goddamn  fucking  joy!  so  fuck  ’em  all. 

O,  my  bird  got  all  shot  up,  fuck  'em  all, 

O,  my  bird  got  alL  shot  up,  fuck  ’em  all, 

O,  my  bird  it  did  get  shot, 

And  1’li  probably  cry  a  lot, 

But  I  still  think  that  it’s  shit  hot,  so  fuck  ’em  all. 

T>m  SNV*n®‘n&r  'tU  my  chute,  fuck  ’em  all, 
vnC-,  r»m  hanging  in  my  chute,  fuck  ’em  all, 
While  I  m  tangled  in  my  chute, 

Comes  this  silly  fucking  toot. 

Hangs  a  medal  on  my  root,  so  FUCK  EM  ALL. 


f 
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The  Great  Fucking  Wheels 

An  airman  told  me  before  he  died, 

And  I  don’t  think  that  the  bastard  lied, 

That  he  had  a  wife  with  a  cunt  so  wide, 

That  she  could  never  be  satisfied. 

So  he  invented  a  prick  of  steel, 

Driven  by  a  great  fucking  wheel, 

Two  brass  balls  all  filled  with  cream, 

And  the  whole  fucking  thing  was  driven  by  steam. 

Round  and  round  went  the  great  fucking  wheel. 

In  and  out  went  the  prick  of  steel, 

Until  at  last  the  maiden  cried, 

’’Enough,  enough,  I’m  satisfied.” 

But  now  we  come  to  the  bitter  bit, 

There  was  no  way  of  stopping  it, 

She  was  spilt  up  from  her  ass  to  her  tit, 

And  the  whole  fucking  thing  was  covered  with  shit. 

Picadilly 

Monday  I  touched  her  on  the  ankle, 

Tuesday  I  touched  her  on  the  knee, 

Wednesday  with  success,  I  lifted  up  her  dress, 

Thursday,  her  chemise,  Gor  Blimey, 
r  Friday  I  put  me  hand  upon  it, 

Saturday  night  she  gave  me  balls  a  tweak. 

And  Sunday  after  supper,  I  rammed  the  old  boy  up  her, 
And  now  1  get  it  seven  days  a  week. 

Chorus;  I  don’t  want  to  join  the  Army, 

I  don’t  want  to  go  to  war, 

I  just  want  to  hang  around,  Picadilly  underground. 
Living  off  the  earnings  of  a  high  class  lady,  '  : 
Don  t  want  a  bullet  up  me  arse  hole, 

Don’t  want  me  buttocks  shot  away, 

I’d  rather  be  in  England,  In  jolly  jolly  England 
And  fornicate  my  bloody  life  away. 


Friggin  In  The  Riggin 

It  was  on. the  good  ship  Venus 
My  God  you  should  have  seen  us 
The  figurehead  was  a  whore  in  bed  ' 

And  the  mast  a  rampant  penis. 

Chorus: 

Fnggm  in  the  riggin,  f riggin  in  the  riggin 
There  s  fuck  all  else  to  do. 

The  captain  of  the  lugger 
■■  He  was  .  a  dirty  buggar 
He  filled  his  ass  with  broken  glass 
And  circumcised  the  skipper. 

Chorus: 

The  captain's  wife  was  Mabel 
And  whenever  she  was  able 
She'd  fornicate  with  the  second  mate 
Upon  the  galley  table. 

Chorus: 

The  captain  had  a  daughter 
And  she  fell  into  the  water 
Delighted  squeals  revealed  that  eels 
Had  found  her  sexual  quater. 

Chorus:  . 
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The  Great  Bloody  Ball 


Chorus: 

H’i  dee  ya  last  nickt 
m  dee  ya  doo 

The  man  tha*  ha'  ya  last  nickt 
Can  not  ha*  ya  nut. 

There  was  friggin  in  the  bedrooms 
Friggin  in  the  picks 
|  You  could  not  hear  the  music 
|  For  the  swishing  of  the  pricks. 
Chorus 

There  was  friggin  in  the  parlor 
Friggin  on  the  stairs 
You  could  not  see  the  carpet 
For  the  cunts  and  curly  hairs. 
Chorus: 

i  .  ' 

The  farmer’s  wife  and  she  was  there 
She  kept  us  all  in  fits 
Jumping  off  the  mantel  piece 
^.bouncing  on  her  tits. 

Chorus: 

i 

rfi 

$1 

The  parson’s  wife  and  she  was  there 
?he  did  not  do  very  much 
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With  a  bed  of  roses  in  her  hair 
A  carrot  up  her  cunt 
Chorus; 

The  village  postman  he  was  there 
He  had  a  dose  of  pox 
He  could  not  fuck  his  lassy 
So  he  fucked  the  letter  box 
Chorus: 

The  village  idiot  he  was  there 
Acting  like  a  fool 
Pulling  his  foreskin  over  his  head 
A  whistlin  through  his  tool. 

Chorus; 

The  chimney  sweep  an"  he  was  there 
We  had  to  throw  him  oot  (out) 

For  every  time  he  farted 
He  filled  the  room  with  soot. 

Chorus: 

And  when  the  ball  was  over 
And  all  went  home  to  rest 
We  ail  enjoyed  the  music 
But  the  friggin  was  the  best. 

Chorus: 


Cruising  Over  Hanoi 

We  were  cruising  over  Hanoi 
Doin  four  and  fifty  per- 
When  I  called  to  my  flight  leader, 

Ohj  won  t  you  help  me  sir? 

Th|e  “SAWS”  are  hot  and  heavy, 

The  MIGS  are  on  our  ass, 

Take  us  home  flight  leader 
Please  don’t  make  another  pass. 

CHORUS;  Hallelujia-Halielujia! 

Throw  a  nickel  in  the  grass 
Save  a  fighter  pilot’s  ass 
1  Hallelujia  -  Hallelujia! 

Throw  a  nickel  in  the  grass 

t  And  you’ll  be  saved, 

k  rolled  into  my  bomb  run 
Trying  to  set  the  pipper  right* 

When  a  SAM  came  off  the  launch  pad, 
And  headed  for  our  flight 
Then  number  two  informed  me 
“Hej  four,  you’d  better  break!’’ 
f  racked  that  goddamn  plane  so  hard 
|t  made  the  whole  thing  shake. 

ipHQRUS 

I  started  my  recovery* 

It  seemed  things  were  all  right, 

|Vheit  I  felt  the  damndest  impact 
fa*  a  Winding  flash  of  light. 


*V~. 


r}  ' 

W©  held  tli©  stick  with  all  our  might 
Against  the  binding  force, 

Then  number  two  screamed  out  at  us 
“Hey  four  you’ve  had  the  course!’* 

CHORUS 

I  screamed  at  my  back  seater, 

*  We’d'  better  punch  on  out-* 

Eject*  Eject*  you  stupid  shit** 

In  panic  I  did  shout. 

1  didn’t  wait  around  to  see 
If  Joe  had  got  the  word, 

I  reached  between  my  legs  and  pulled, 
And  took  off  like  a  bird, 

CHORUS 

As  I  descended  in  my  chute 
My  thoughts  were  rather  grim, 

Rather  than  be  a  prisoner 
I  d  fight  them  to  the  end, 

I  hit  the  ground  and  staggered  up 
And  looked  around  to  see, 

And  there  in  blazing  neon 
Hanoi  Hilton  welcomed  me. 

CHORUS 
(Slowly) 

The  moral  of  this  story  is 
when  you’re  in  Package  Six, 

You’d  better  goddamn  look  around 
Or  you’ll  be  in  my  fix. 

I’m  a  guest  at  Hanoi  Hilton 
With  luxury  sublime 
The  only  thing  that’s  not  so  great — 

Ill  be  here  a  long* —  long  —  time, 

CHORUS 
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ll'en  pounds  pf  titty  in  a  loose  brassiere* 
A  twat  that  twitches  like  a  moose’s  ear. 


Ejaculations  in  my  grass  of  beer; 

|jhfese  foolish  things  remind  me  of  you* 


Jk  naked  photograph  of  Liberace, 

JL 

'I'he  way  you  softly  whisper  suck-a-hatchi, 


^phlytic  scars  that  make  your  face  so  blotchy; 

Li 

j!jh£se  foolish  things  remind  me  of  you. 


14  pubic  hair  in  my  breakfast  roll,_ _ 

1^4ie  smelly  odor  of  your  pungent  hole. 


lijhe  way  you  wrap  your  thighs  around  my  pole; 
■ffeese  foolish  things  remind  me  of  you. 


Aj  dirty  whore  strolling  down  the  street, 
Aj  bloody  Kotex  in  the- rumbleseat, 

I  jliove  my  poontang  but  I  beat  my  meat; 
|Thlese  foolish  things  remind  me  of  you. 
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